conversation took place after we'd returned to Melbourne. We were having one of those nurturing collegial conversations: someone keeping me company as I gently worriedawayattheethicalconundrumsofculturalresearch.Hetoldmethatfrom his long, indolent time spent meandering around India it is the question from a student friend that returned to him most readily, keeping him in check. His friend asked matter-a-factly, 'who do you serve?' It was intended as a straightforward question, assumed to have a ready answer: not designed to illicit consternation, anger and certainly not existential angst. He couldn't answer. But he said now he regularlyreflectsuponit.Theanswerhadbecomehisnavigationalstar. -
